TRAVEL-DIARY

munist?' he had asked the airman. 'Naturally.' 'Then I
suppose you're an internationalist?' The airman had
laughed: 'Me an internationalist? No! I'm a Russian.'

For some time we had been anxious to have an inter-
view with Du Yueh-seng. At length next morning, through
Macdonald, this was arranged.

Before the war Du Yueh-seng was one of the most in-
fluential Chinese politicians in Shanghai. A Big Business
chief after the classic American pattern, Du not only em-
ployed labour, he controlled it. His political organization,
the Green Jade Band, held the Chinese city in a state of
undeclared martial law. In the International Settlement
also, Du was a great power behind the scenes. After the
Communist coup d'etat in 1927 which put Chiang Kai-shek
into power, it was Du and his men who helped Chiang to
turn upon his former allies, and kill or drive into exile all
the most dangerous radicals among them. When the
Japanese entered Shanghai they destroyed much of Du's
property, and thereby made for themselves an implac-
able enemy. Du was now a high Government official,
holding an important position on the Red Cross Central
Committee. He was said to be completely illiterate.

To visit Du's flat was to enter a strongly-guarded fort-
ress. At least a dozen attendants were posted in the hall,
and, when we sat down to talk, there were others who
stood in the background behind our chairs. Du himself
was tall and thin, with a face that seemed hewn out of
stone, a Chinese version of the Sphinx. Peculiarly and in-
explicably terrifying were his feet, in their silk socks and
smart pointed European boots, emerging from beneath
the long silken gown. Perhaps the Sphinx, too, would be
even more frightening if it wore a modern top-hat.
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